EDMUND SPENSER
sixty years old, and ugly and, it is
selfish,   but  in  his  poetry   she   is   " fair
Cynthia," "a crown of lilies," "the image
of the heavens," "without mortal blemish,"
and has " an angelic face," where " the red
rose "  has  " meddled  with the white " ;
" Phoebus thrusts out his golden head "
but to look upon her, and blushes to find
himself fc outshone.     She   is    "a   fourth
Grace,"   "a  queen  of love,"   "a  sacred
saint," and " above all her sex that ever
yet has been."    In the midst of his praise
of his own sweetheart he stops to remember
that Elizabeth is more beautiful, and an
old man in Daphnaida, although he has
been brought to death's door by the death
of a beautiful daughter, remembers that
though his daughter " seemed of angelic
race," she was yet but the primrose to the
rose beside Elizabeth.    Spenser had learned
to look to the State not only as the re-
warder of virtue but as the maker of right
and wrong, and had begun to love and
hate as it bid him.    The thoughts that we
find for ourselves are timid and a little
secret, but those modern thoughts that we
share  with  large  numbers  are  confident
and very  insolent.    We  have  little  else